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that there would be trouble for him. Perhaps
the others felt the same. Larry Tod had been
prominent in the little place these last weeks, and
with every day he was becoming more sure of
himself and more insolent. And for Judith and
Georges, also watching, although neither con-
fessed it to the other, the result of this seemed like
an omen. Let the red-haired ogre win, Georges
thought, and he was pushed a step farther into
his prison.

The men shook hands and got into holds.
Larry tried at once the back heel, the simplest
and oldest of all * chips/ for all the wrestler has
to do is to lay his foot behind his antagonist's
heel and bend him over it. But you must be
strong to do it. Larry was strong, but so was
Watson, who at once slackened his hold and
moving his beautiful firm body with the most
delicate grace, turned his side. Watson tried
then for a buttock, but Larry's immense strength
prevented him. Watson tried to get under him
to lift him over his back. Then, when that
failed, he stepped away and there they were again,
their arms at one another's necks. They began
slowly to step round. The little crowd drew
their breath. This was to be an even match.

For Georges it was an agony. In his strange,
over - nervous, harrassed state everything was
exaggerated. The dark furry clouds hung low,
as though with an especial sinister message for
himself. When the sun suddenly struck out
from them with bright splinter-like rays, flinging
the dry bracken into patches of amber light as